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whisper " Try him again." In consequence, I proceed with
* What was the cause of your first illness?" " I say, doctor,
its cause was God," replies the patient " No doubt of that,"
say I; * all things are caused by God : but what was the
particular and immediate occasion 1" " Doctor, its cause was
God, and, secondly, that I ate camel's flesh when I was cold/'
rejoins my scientific friend. " But was there nothing else ?"
I suggest, not quite satisfied with the lucid explanation just
given. "Then,* too, I drank camel's milk; but it was all, I say,
from God, doctor," answers he.

Well, I consider the case, and make up my mind regarding
the treatment Next comes the grand question of payment,
which must be agreed on beforehand, and rendered conditional
on success ; else no fees for the doctor, not at Ha'yel only, but
throughout Arabia. I enquire what he will give me on re-
covery. " Doctor," answers the peasant, " I will give you, do
you hear ? I say, I will give you a camel." But I reply that I
do not want one. " I say, remember God," which being in-
terpreted here means, "do not be unreasonable; I will give
you a fat camel, every one knows my camel; if you choose, I
will bring witnesses, I say." And while I persist in refusing
the proffered camel, he talks of butter, meal, dates, and such-
like equivalents.

There is a patient and a paymaster for you. However, alJ
ends by his behaving reasonably enough; he follows my pre-
scriptions with the ordinary docility, gets better, and gives me
for my pains an eighteenpenny fee.

So pass two or three hours, during which the remaining
visitors already mentioned take each their turn, others come
and go, and tie sun nears the zenith. For brevity's sake, I
pass on at once to the mechanic, who, after long waiting in the
shade with genuine Arab patience, now advances, and with a
good-natured grin on his broad features begs me to accompany
him to his house, where his brother is lying ill of a fever.
After a short conversation, I direct Barakat to stay at home
till my return, and gratify my petitioner by consenting to his
invitation.

Small of stature, dusky in complexion, strongly built, and
with a sly expression about his face which resembles almost
strikingly that of Murillo's Spanish beggar-boy, Doheym